FEET OF CLAY

ever answered you? Ha! ha! He's never answered you because there
isn't anything on the other side. When you discover that, it will be
your punishment. There's nothing on the other side, nothing!"

He was interrupted by the arrival of a group of revellers,, wearing
paper hats and blowing wooden trumpets.

Their entry had the atmosphere of a fag-end about it, a ridiculous
effort to prolong the amusement of yesterday and use up the remaining
accessories.

Swaying on their tired legs, holding each other up by the arms,
shouting so as not to fall asleep, their faces marked with the signs of
indigestion, these people were the wreckage of the Parisian Christmas
Eve which Gabriel had made an excuse for his anger.

The exhausted musicians feigned animation and joyousness, and
the champagne-corks popped under the dextrous fingers of the waiters.

"Vengeance," Gabriel went on writing, "and you deserve the mis-
fortunes which have come to you and will continue to come."

He was not astonished, when he raised his eyes, to see van Heeren
looking absurd in a frilly paper cap, nor to be crowned a moment later
himself with a clown's hat.

Multi-coloured streamers, flying across the room, wrapped them-
selves round his neck, his cuffs, his pen, and little rubber balls bounced
off his temples,

A prostitute, whom the rowdy party had picked up somewhere on
their way, in some less high-class establishment than the Carnaval,
came up to Gabriel and, leaning over the table, said, with that ironical,
provocative, and almost aggressive voice these women so often assume:
"Who are you writing to? This isn't the time for writing! Is it a love-
letter?"

Gabriel raised his eyes to her without seeing her, without noticing
that she was pale, had very smooth black hair, and that she might
almost have been pretty but for the fact that her eyes were too close
together and her jaw too large.

"Well, you're not very talkative, I must say! I shan't bite you3 you
know!" she added.

And she went off towards the cloakroom.

Still entangled in paper streamers, Gabriel returned to his letter.

"You have never begun to understand the kind of man I am, and
since you have understood nothing about me, you naturally will not
be able to understand this letter any better ..."

Then Gabriel put down his pen, picked up the sheet of paper, and
with perfect logic tore it into eight pieces.

It was at this moment that the rowdy party, pushing its gaiety in
front of it like a wheelbarrow, retreated from the Garnaval and went
to spread its crackers and confetti elsewhere.

The prostitute, coming out of the cloakroom a few seconds later,
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